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Matched Set 


Author's Notes: 
This started as a James/Dave dream thing and then Axl snuck in because he does whatever he wants. This 
was really fun to write, i hope its fun to readll:D 


This is quite possibly the most clichéd sex dream James has had in his life. 


He's lying on a bed with the softest cotton sheets, a leftover silky sensation to them that resembles a cloud, 
or so his brain wants him to think. The ceiling is the same nondescript ceiling of every hotel room he's ever 
been in, and he's been in many, but there's a soft breeze coming from somewhere, caressing his hair and the 
side of his face, cooling his sweat. The soft curtains rustle with it, and so the drapes around the bed, 
seemingly in time with Bryan Ferry playing on the background. Bryan Ferry. 


But all of these things could happen. None of it is as far away from reality to be dead proof that this is a 
dream, not even the corny music. Kirk has thing for eighties soft rock, and has a preference for playing it on 
the tour bus speakers until their ears bleed and Total Eclipse of the Heart is imbedded in their heads for 


months. 


How does he know it's a dream, then? Because there's a familiar tongue tracing patterns down his chest, 


tendrils of copper hair tickling his skin and making him shiver. 

"Dave--" he groans, fisting handfuls of soft hair like he used to, back when they were young and naive and 
caught up in the dream of making it big and being together. Dream Dave purrs like a kitten, so sweet, so 
perfect. Nothing like the man he would become. 


God, how he's craved this. Craved it like he's never craved anything else in his life. Not just Dave's clever 


hands on him, but this closeness that they once shared-that used to mean so much.. 


James arches off the bed with a hopeless moan at a swipe of Dream Dave's tongue on him, and look at that? 


That's another thing he's been missing. 


"Kind of makes you regret handing him his walking papers, huh?" comes a familiar voice from the foot of the 


bed. 

"What the fuck?" James splutters once he can get enough brain cells working to string a sentence together. 
There, sprawled on the foot of the bed, wearing a ratty Thin Lizzy t-shirt and not much else is Axl Rose, 
looking just like he did that one time they fucked in a bathroom stall in a studio, when James had run out of 


ways of trying to make the little shit just shut the fuck up already. 


The redhead waves "Hey" 


"What the fuck are you doing in this dream?" he asks, because he's always been pro-keeping his fantasies 
separated. He's that much of a control freak. 


Dream Axl shrugs, his long copper hair tumbling with it "I'm part of it" 
"Yeah, he is" Dream Dave says, looking awfully pleased with himself ". Come here, baby" 


Dream Axl smirks, slinking closer to wrap an arm loosely around Dream Dave's waist with natural ease "How 


have you been?" 
"You don't know each other" James says, feeling the utmost importance of pointing that one out. 


"We met once. There are pictures of it" Dave offhandedly says, dragging fingers through Axl's hair, ". You saw 


them on the internet about a week ago, remember?" 

He did, in fact, see them. He'd seen them before, of course, weeks after they'd been taken. Lars had shown 
them to him with a suggestive eyebrow waggle and a comment about how James had fucked them both and 
wouldn't it be funny if they fucked each other? Like a weird threesome-adjacent. James had resolved to never 


be open about his sex life with his friends ever again. 


"Your brain made the conection, though" Axl says as he presses his mouth to the side of Dave's chin ". There 
are big chances that we just met and nothing happened. Life goes on, blah, blah" 


"But" Dave sighs, fisting Axl's shirt when the other man wraps teeth around his earlobe, "there are some 


serious chances we snuck inside some broom closet somewhere and did unspeakable things to each other" 
James shakes his head, tongue tied at the image "Broom closet?" 
Its not my fault you watch such crappy porn, baby" 


Dream Axl laughs then, a sound dragged through gravel that's always set James on fire, coming up from 


under the curtain of Dave's hair "Really, Hetfield? Roxy Music?" 
James feels that pointing out that this is, in fact, one of Bryan Ferry's solo hits would not help his case. At all. 


"| don't make the rules" James says instead, mouth dry as he watches Axl grind down on Dave's thigh, head 


thrown back, neck exposed.. 
"Actually, you do. Is your dream" the words are a long sighing string, low and shivering. 


"Dreams are wish fulfillments" Dave says licking a line up Axl's neck, nipping at his chin before kissing him with 
a wet sound. Christ. James swallows hard ". So says Dr, Freud" 


Axl's head cocks to the side, and he regards James with an inquisitive stare "He doesn't look very fulfilled’ 
"No, he doesn't" Dave agrees, and snaps his fingers. 


James snaps out of his open mouthed, drooling trance when manacles appear out of nowhere, securing his 
hands to the headboard, and this dream is no longer acceptable. It's one thing for the characters to get mixed 


up, but the kinks too? 
"What the fuck?" he squeaks, even as he feels himself shiver uncontrollably. 


"You look good like that’ says Dave, slipping fingers inside one of the holes in Axl's shirt ". All trussed up and 
helpless. I've always liked you helpless. It happens so infrequently.” 


"Fucking--" he pulls at the restraints to no avail "Fucking bitch! Untie me" 


But Dave just looks him over and smiles at him with the clearest, cruelest intentions, and suddenly his little 


dream of sweet, innocent Dave is gone, because this is the Dave that he's always hated, not the one he loved. 


"Fuck. So angry! | think that deserves a punishment, don't you, Axe?" Axl's agreement sparkles in his eyes, and 
Dave leans over and kisses him. Wet, long, scorchingly hot. Dave at his most seductive, and James aches and 


arches and burns in his chains. 


The part of him that wants to tear them both limb from limb fights with the part of him that just wants 


someone to touch him. Axl is beautiful, and he and Dave together are the sharpest, most stunning torture. 


"We do look pretty together, don't we?" Axl purrs, divesting himself of his shirt to give Dave more skin to map 


out "Like a matched set. You only ever fucked me because | made you as mad as he did’ 


Axl slips himself free from Dave's hold then, and crawls up on the bed. He kisses and licks up James’ body, 
making him shudder and moan with it, the feeling of long, soft hair dragging over his overly stimulated skin is 


nearly unbearable. 


"You look like a Greek god with that sheet draped over you," he whispers into James’ ear, and he sounds so 
much like real Axl then that this whole thing feels strangely like a memory. tying him up is certainly something 
Axl would do "Prometheus, bound" He leans down to kiss him, and rubs against his thigh as he does so. The 


friction sends tingles zinging along James’ skin. 


James arches up, shuddering in pleasure at Axl's low voice in his ear, trying to get closer to him. Axl gentles 
him down to the bed, stroking him everywhere but where he most wants it, fucking needs it, though every 
touch runs passion through him like electrical current. He lies there floating on the storm of sensation with 
closed eyes, until he realizes he's feeling two sets of hands on him, and he looks down to find Dave, now 


divested of his clothes as well, with his hands roaming in concert with Ax's. 


His orgasm hits without warning, and he cries out wordlessly as the two men continue stroking him through it. 
When he collapses back shaking, Dave kisses him for a few moments, and then sits back with a wry grin. Axl 
cocks his head to the side, and smirks. 


"This is going to be so awkward when you wake up" he says, and screeches like the velociraptor in Jurassic 


Park. 


Dream Axl is right, of course. Because when he startles awake in the tour bus with his hands awkwardly 
caught on his seatbelt, explaining the wet patch on his crotch to his horrified bandmates is a lot easier than 
explaining why he hummed Slave fo Love in his sleep for ten minutes straight even after Kirks music picking 


turn ended and Lars finally got to turn off the stereo. 


